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"CHINA PASSAGE" 

Q. (Penny Qnavtk OMaentune 
by Richard K. Gordon 



*M^HE RAINS continued for 
JB- two days and two nights. 
When the downpour finally 
ceased, the river of the Black 
Dragon ran high ant! turbu- 
lent between its rocky banks. 

Riding the crest of the 
muddy waters down to the sea 
was a stern- wheeling steam- 
boat. A crew of Chinese river- 
men steered the single- stacked 
craft, and in the stern were 
two Americans, an Air Corps 
Captain, and Lieutenant 
Penny Graves. 

Penny looked curiously at 
her fellow traveller. He was a 
good-looking young flier, 
wrapped up in a gray trench 
coat against the river spray. 
But he didn't seem to want to 
talk . . . 

It didn't really matter to 
Penny. She'd just been as- 
signed to a post in the newly 
won Chinese seaport of Lao- 
Chang, and the river stepm- 
boat had seemed like the sim- 
plest way of ge tting there from 
the interior of China. If the 
only other American on board 
during the three day trip 
didn't wan* to be friendly, that 
was his buaiaeas. But what 
was he doing on this river 
boat, anyway? 

Penny's thoughts were 
abruptly cut short as the boat 
lurched violently. She could 
see the Chieteae helmsman in 
the pilot house, fighting the 
wheel against the tossing cur- 
rent*. 

fW down, the rtwer forked. 



splitting into twin streams. As 
the.boat approached the fork, 
the helmsman steered it over 
to one side of the river. Hying 
to avoid the treacherous rocks 
and currents in the center. 
And then, all at Aice, it hap- 
pened! A surging river current 
caught the stern wheeler and 
hurled it at the rocky river 
bank. It caught on a spit of 
land that extended out into 
the water, and shuddering, 
was aground! The big paddle 
wheel spun uselessly in the 
air. The boat was stranded. 

As the boat hit, Penny was 
thrown against the young 
Captain. Quickly, she righted 
herself. 

"Sorry, sir!" she exclaimed. 
"I-I didn't expect that!" 

"That's all right, Lieuten- 
ant," the flier replied curtly. 
"We'd best see what the 
helmsman has to say! I don't 
think anyone's been hurt, but 
we may have trouble getting 
off this bar . . ." 

The two Americans and the 
Chinese boat captain held a 
hurried conference on the 
tilted deck. 

"As far as I can tell," said 
the Chinese, "the hull has not 
been damaged. As for getting 
free, if the water continues to 
rise, it may sweep lis off." 

"And if it doesn't?" asked 

He shrugged. "It may be 
days until help comes." 

"We've got lo get off as sooo 
m possible;" exclaimed the 
young flier." He turned ab- 
ruptly and paced nervously 
down the deck. 

The dark blanket of night 
covered Hit river Stack 



Dragon. The Chines* eraw 
had rigged up ropes fnSft) the 
boat to the shore, to prevent 
seesawing that might cave in 
the planks of the hull. 

Penny put her duffel bag 
against the pilot-house, and 
settled down for an uncom- 
fortable night. The flier con- 
tinued his steady, impatient 
tramping by the rail . . . 

As Penny's eyes gradually 
closed, it seemed to her that 
she could see searchlights 
winking down past the fork 
in the river. Just her imagina- 
tion playing tricks, of course! 
There couldn't be another soul 
on the river this time of night. 

Suddenly, a voice broke in 
on her reverie. 

"Lieutenant! Are you 
awake?" It was the Air Forces 
Captain, leaning over her in 
the gloom. "I think there's 
something happening down- 
stream!" 

Penny sat bolt upright, 
stared into the night. Yes, 
there were definitely search- 
lights playing, down the river. 
And now. as she listened in- 
tently, she could hear high 
pitched commands being 
shouted over the water's roar. 
Penny recognized the lan- 
guage of the commands. They 
were not Chinese, or Ameri- 
can, or any of the multiple 
tongues of the Far Eastern 
Allies. They were Japanese!! 

She clutched at the Cap- 
tain's arm! "Japanese! And 
they're crossing the riverf 
Dimly she could see bargee 
loaded with troops, deep in 
the swirling currents, ectuld 
make out artillery and truck* 
etossin* on bit rafta. 
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"That can mean only one 
thing," she went on. "The 
Nips must be preparing a sur- 
prise attack to cut off and re- 
capture Lao-Chang!" 

"Looks like it." agreed the 
flier grimly. "And nobody had 
any idea that there were Japs 
in force within • a hundred 
miles of here! ' 

"Captain, we've got to 
our troops at Lao- Chang 

•SHE COULD feel him drj 

away from her. "t 
see how we can. We're {rapped 
here ourselves. Tho: 
sides are impassable, al 
be suicide to try and get 
the Japs on the river!" 

"And it'll be sure death for 
hundreds of our troops if we 
don't try!" Penny cried in- 
dignantly. "What kind of an 
officer are you. Captain?" 

There was no reply." The 
flier turned from Penny, faced 
the rail. Her voice bored at 



hundreds of American and 
Chinese lives were at stake, 
imperilled by a sneak Jap 
attack! 

"I see. Captain." Penny's 
voice was cold. "Then I'd bet- 
ter not count on you for any 
way, hur- 
mese crew, 
ined her 



"Just what are you doing on 
this boat, anyway, sir?" She 
accented the 'sir' contemptu- 
ously. 

The pilot whirled at her. 
She could not see his face in 
the dark, but his voice was 
savage with self- hurt. 

"What kind of an officer am 
I? What am I doing on this 
boat? I'll tell you, Lieutenant. 
Have you ever heard of 
Tommy Crane? Captain 
Tommy Crane?" 

Penny Graves gasped. So 
that's who he was! The story 
of Tommy Crane had flitted 
all over Allied China in the 
past few weeks. He'd been a 
famous college football player, 
idol of America's youth, just 
three years ago. 

In combat over China, he'd 
made a brilliant record for 
himself as a fighter hotshot. 
And then, suddenly, one day, 
he'd broken, turned tail and 
run, a coward, leaving two 
buddies to be shot down by 
overwhelming Jap odds. 

He'd deserted after that, the 
story went. Wohodv knew just 
what herame of -him And this 




I couldn't! 
my life's bei 
"Well?" 
"Penny, will Uoulgive me a 
chance to help you. 1 have an 
idea that may get onr of us 

Swiftly ISjJElSffl an old 

football tactic. "HI go down 
the right side of the river, 
"shooting to raise the roof. 
When the Japs open up on 
me. it's, your cue to go down 



Jtff at 4 moment Ukt trUa, when boat and juai dnltl 1 Hexe s a 



chance they'll concentrate on 
me and miss you. Ill make 
the noise, but you'll be carry- 
ing the ball." 

He gave -her no chance to 
refuse. Swiftly he paddled his 
boat out into the current, and 
was off again, on the right fork 
of the Black Dragon. Inter- 
minable moments of silence 
stretched out. Penny's (nerves 
were drumhead tight. Silence. 
Could she trust him? Would 
he have the guts to draw the 
; Jap fire? 

Then it began, a chatter, of 
fire that grew and swelled into 
a death -speaking gun chorus. 
Penny pushed off, on the left 
fork, arid was swiftly current- 
borne. Down, down the 
stream, and then, all at once, 
she was in the thick of the 
shouting and firing and bril- 
liantly crisscrossing search- 
lights. She hugged the bottom 
of the drifting rowboat as the 
lights probed at her. 

So quickly that it seemed 
impossible, she was out of the 
lights again, and the noise was 
growing fainter in the dis- 
tance. Penny rose, began to 
steer the boat. She had to 
make time to Lao-Chang! . . . 

•TWO DAYS later when the 
attacking Japanese force 
had been ambushed and com- 
pletely wiped out, Penny 
Graves was called to the office 
of her commanding General. 

"Fenny," said the General, 
"our forces upstream just 
found the body of Tommy 
Crane. 1 have a report stating 
that his body was bullet-rid- 
den, but that his face was un- 
touched and there was a smile 
on his lips." 

Penny lowered her head and 
sobbed silently while her heart 
said a silent prayer. 

"I am going to make it my 
business," the General con- 
tinued, "to make certain that 
word of his action is sent out 
all over China When mm 



how a man found himself on 
the hank of the Black 
Dragon t" 
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Golden, deliciously different BIT-O-HONEY 
makes everyone smile with pleasure. Words 
just can't do justice to the luscious goodness 
of this temptingly different candy bar. You 
must taste it. Once you enjoy BIT-O-HONEY 
you will know why millions say: "It's the 
most delicious candy bar I've ever tasted." 
BIT-O-HONEY is cut in six bite-sized 
pieces, so handy to eat anywhere, anytime 



Eat a 




WHAT'S YOUR NUMBER? <)tU*« **ect*l me««(«*f 



PATRICK HENRY'S name add> up to FOUR - Duet YOURS.' 



7+1+2 + P-t-V+J+2+8+S + S + 9-+7-47' 



Use the Number- Alphabet to figure your num 
"Four", wrice for FREE booklet celling you what 



□ "Four" people arc steady and win 
mcceu through a combination of 
will and *i lion. Being capable of 
big ihingi, chey will work zealously and 
conscientiously to attain thctn. They alio 
have good judgment and undemanding 



Th« Numbar- Alphabet 



YOURS FX£€ 



WHAT'S YOUR 



5 "BIT-O-HONEY" 

S D*PI. FC-4 

, Bn )S, Si. Lault J. Ms 

i PlHieund mi — abiolnieir FREE >Bd withuui 
i obliuiion-mj "Wb*i i Your Number" booklet 



- ; Re«ardlMt ol MU lit, you «ei rout Ntu 
booklet FREE. Oder good m U.S.A. only. 



WOW COMICS 




I Will Show You How to j 

Learn RADIO, 

k? by Practicing in Spare Time ^ 




KNOW VLkto\Q~W«cSiccc4!4J- 

I Will Train You at Home- SAMPLE LESSON FREE 



Send coupon for FREE Sample 
Lesson, "Getting Acquainted 
with Receiver Servicing," and 
FREE 64-page book, "Win Rich 
Rewards in Radio." See how 
N.R.I, trains you at home. Read 
how you practice building, test- 
ing, repairing Radios with SIX 
BIG KITS of Radio parts I 
send you. 

Future lor Train ad Man la Orient 
hi Radio. Television. Electronics 

The Radio Repair business is 
booming NOW. Fixing Radios 
pays good money as a spare time 
or full time business. Trained 
Radio Technicians also find wide- 
open opportunities in Police, 
Aviation, Marine Radio, in 



Broadcasting, Radio Manufactur- 
ing, Public Address work, etc. 
Think of the boom coming now 
that new Radios can be madel 
Think of even greater opportuni- 
ties when Television and Elec- 
tronics are available to the public! 

Many Beglnnare Soon Make *S. 3,10 
a Weak EXTRA in Spare Time 

The day you enroll I Hart aendinir EXTRA 
MONEY JOB SHEETS to help you make sim> ttoaw acn, 
Our Hit Year of Training Men /or Succen in Radio 



Gooa 'for Both -FREE 



MR. J. E. SMITH. Pres., Dept. SONS 

! Mail me FREE, wfl 



My Course Includes Training In 
TELEVISION • ELECTRONICS 
FREQUENCY MODULATION 
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Fetching HOUND'S TOOTH 
CHECK makes ihis sul! of Vest 
'n Slacks so charming you'll 
be the center of attention. 
SLACKS are deftly tailored to 
Hi the htpline with deep pleats 
ji front for ease and darts to 
smooth the back. Vest 1b 
trimly molded to slenderize the 
waistline. Hip "li-nming. Dash- 
ing in style. Two handy pock- 
ets. A darling for any day In 
rayon reinforced wool [65% 
wool) and a choice of black- 
and-white, brown-and-whlte or 
green -and- white checks. Sizes 
10 lo 20. Slacks, $5.95. Vest. 
£3.95 (plus mailing costs.] 

BOW BLOUSE 

Bow tie and high neck line — 
long, full sleeves. . . . Rayon 
cloth In White, S3.98; Maize, 
Green or Light Blue, S4.93 
(plus mailing costs.) 




Bewitching little darlina of Spotlight 
attractiveness. Shin. - !■ :it :Y..v. h>,}t. 
lighting a novel NAIL-HEAD belt trim. 

'earing Rayon 



SEND NO 
MONEY 




JANNE Or-THOLLyWOOD 

' D«pt. 10I-CV. 5071 Hollywood Blvd., 

Please sand "Hound s Tooth Limited' 

□ Slocks n Vest □ Black-and-while P Brown-and-white 

□ Green-and-wliite Sizes 10. 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 (ulrde Bite) 

□ White □ Maize □ Green □ Light Blue 
Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 (circle size) 



